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Reunion 


Author's Notes: 
This is an exercise. Of trying to imagine what it felt like, what happened when they met after all those years, 


it\'s an exercise in writing short, and a way to kick myself into writing again. 


Reunion 


Robin Finck wakes up to the sound of his wife turning around in bed. Later, if asked, he woke up because he 
was nervous and didn't even sleep that night. Even later, with his hair gray and wrinkles along his forehead 
he'd say he doesn't remember. His wife sleeps and Robin does his morning yoga, skips breakfast and two hours 
later he's inside Trent Reznor's studio. 


He finds his way easily, notes to a guard that things didn't change, not really, and waits inside the sound room 
for thirty minutes, while inspecting buttons, pieces of paper, the softness of the couch, and the feel of his 
guitar inside and outside of its cover. 


When the door opens, he's just gliding his right index finger along the thickest string. 

First it's Atticus Ross, whom Robin knows from pictures mostly, and recognizes as the voice on the other side 
of the phone a week ago. He reaches his hand and Atticus shakes it, a smile on his face and to his left, in the 
corner of his eye he can see Trent coming in 

Trent Reznor hasn't talked to Robin in a couple of years at least, but the first thing he says is, "Robin," 
reaches out a hand and when Robin reaches his, Trent grabs it briefly, rather wrong, then grabs his arm, 
lunges forward, hesitates and grabs his forearm and says, "Hi, long time no see" Robin grins and says yeah. 
Trent lets go. 

He looks old. 

"You changed." 

"Yeah, yeah." Hands in pockets, a sign of dismissal, looking at the carpet. 

"You too." 

"Yeah." A smile. 

Atticus looks from one to the other, looks uncomfortable, silent, but curious. Seems amused at least. 

"Hs good." 


"Yeah" 


They sit down then, Trent slightly rotating with his chair, Robin stretching his legs a little, not much, because 


there's no space. 


Atticus looks at a paper, picks it up and reads something. Trent follows the motion with his eyes then looks at 
the floor, puts his hands, pressed together between his knees. He says: 


"So?" 
Robin exhales. 


It's weird, and Robin would say later it was strange and uncomfortable though in interviews he always says it 


was just as if he never left. Which isn't a lie, technically, just rather inaccurate. It's weird. 


"Okay," Robin says. 


